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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


_ Wednesday.—In an obscure corner of my paper this morning I 
lighted on the cheering intelligence that there is a goodly supply 
of tinin Tasmania. This seems to me to be very gratifying, and 


to make up for a lot of things. 
COMPENSATION. 


Oh, sons of misfortune, wherever you be 
(And we need no detectives for finding you) 

The world is a wilderness—trouble’s a sea— 
(As 1 trust you’ll excuse my reminding you). 

But, for empty portmonnaies, some solace you'll find, 
If you'll get this fact into your crania— 

Though here you are short of both me aey and kind, 
There is plenty of tin in Tasmania. 


Took T.R.H. the Prince and Princess of Wales down to Tilbury and 
all over the Hospital Ship. Also got the men of the Life Guards 
for the Kaiser to inspect. He did so with great gusto and approba- 
bation. Made off from there straight to the Mansion House with 
cheque for £10,000, entrusted to me by “ An Australian” for the 
widows’ and orphans’ war fund. Dined, dressed, and went to hear 
Patti at the Albert Hall for the only time this winter. Went and 
fell softly into a melodious sleep! 


Thursday.—Took the Kaiser about a good deal to-day. Did a 
bit of shooting in the morning—gave him a rest in the 
afternoon—dined with them all in the evening, and took 
him to a children’s party afterwards. Got rather a start 
in the course of the day. The Sirdar sent me a wire to 
say that the Khalifa had been caught at last—killed in battle. 
I’d forgotten all about the fellow, but all’s well that ends well. 
Went round to the Rock office and remonstrated with them for 
tempting soldiers to sell their chocolate tins (the Queen’s gift) for 
£5. They didn’t even blush! I toddled round to St. Bride’s 
Institute and spent a pleasant afternoon with Mrs. Coppling’s water 
colours. 


Friday.—Went and saw three transports off from Southampton 
—wished them joy of their voyage and work, and encouraged the 
brave chaps all I could, then off to Windsor and took the Kaiser 
(and Mrs. Kaiser) off to Blenheim to see the Duke and Duchess of 
Marlborough—afterwards got him to plant a tree for them. 
Comical butler, or something, about the place, scandalised at 
members of the Press wanting to know anything—called them 
names! ‘Umbicilical persons’ were the names he called them— 
quite rose to the occasion, you see! What a come down for the 
Fourth Estate! 
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THE FALL OF PRIDE. 


The writer-man’s self-admiration is great, 
And extends to his distant relations, 
He belongs to the Fourth (that’s the greatest) Estate, 
And he moulds the careers of the nations. 
At least that’s the state of the writer-man’s mind 
(A theme to pen many a verse on), 
So it comes a bit hard on the Johnnie to find 
He’s a mere “ umbicilical person!” 


Rehabilitated our self-satisfaction by dining with Sir Thomas 
Lipton and his Hrin guests at the Grand Hotel. 


Saturday.—Saw Sir Charles Warren safely off to the Cape, and 
then took the Kaiser and Kaiseress down to Sandringham, and 
brought the young German Princes across from Cumberland Lodge 
to Windsor. Then saw the Princess of Wales (hospital ship) safely 
on its way to Africa. While I was thus engaged, Wandsworth‘ let 
the ‘‘ Progressive’ in for the County Council. 


Monday.—Found a whale ashore at Woolwich—a _ bottle-nosed 
one. Took the Kaiser a-shooting to Wolferton Woods. He and 
the party shot many birds. Took the Duke and Duchess of 
Connaught down to Worcester, and drove them to Witley. Spent 
the rest of the day among pictures—private view of the Tate 
Gallery extension, Mr. Raven-Hill’s sketches at the Fine 
Art Society, and M. Gaspard Latoix’ landscapes at Dowdeswelle’s. 
Also ran down to Birmingham and saw some sporting dogs 
exhibited the Curzon Hall. 


Tuesday.—Made the worst of my way to Edinburgh and helped 
to install the Right Hon. J. B. Balfour as Lord Justice General for 
Scotland. Did it with great ecldt, and hurried back to be present 
at Miss Edith Chaplin’s wedding with Lord Castlereagh. Drank 
the health of the happy couple, ate a peace of cake, and rushed off 
to say ‘‘Good-bye”’ to the Kaiser, the Kaiseress, and all the little 
Kaisers. Always feel inclined to chaff the Kaiser (the ‘‘ Cock-sure 
King ’’), but would it be altogether the thing when he's our guest ?— 
in a sense, that is, though he hasn't been visiting us at all. 


GOOD-BYE, 

To chaff the Kaiser, is it 

The proper thing to do? 
You see, he’s on a visit 

(Though not to me or you). 
Good breeding will not free us, 

And so I simply say— 
‘‘The Kaiser's been to see us— 

Tne Kaiser’s gone away.” 

THe Sporres. 


No contributions can be returned 
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dress, etc., to imitate the aforesaid well-known personage, 
until —— 
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Old Coggledab was told by all his friends that he bore He one day found himself in a poor but patriotic neighbourhood. The juvenile 
a striking resemblance to a certain well-known personage portion of the population showed their disapprobation in a manner distinctly 
in South Africa. This pleased him, and he strove by displeasing. Coggledab has now shaved clean, and wears a check suit. 














Well Fielded. 
(“ F Company of the Devons were leading, and charged the guns 
with a cheer. Lieutenant Field, in command, shot with his 


revolver two of the gunners. To him must be accorded the honour 
of having captured the guns.’’—Standard, November 20th.] 


SrrRENvovSs, daring, martial “* Field’’! 
To valour England's ever partial ; 

With luck, in time we hope you'll wield 
The baton of a great Fveld Marshal ! 


Tug of War. 


Over the line you must come, Mr. Boer, 

Over the line, tugg'd over the line. 
Your ankles are sprain'd, and your hands are sore, 
So back a bit, and pull very much more, 

If your not to slide over the line ; 

If your boot’s to continue to shine. 


You're nearing the line, and your pull on the rope 
Brings no toe of the foe to the line, 

With all you can do, he's not falling to you, 

But surely, if slowly, he's pulling you through 
To his Victory side of the line— 
Then he'll give you the biscuit and wine. 


So over the line you must trip, Mr. Boer, 
Over the line, tugg’d over the line, 

And do be advised, and don't fight any more 

With your big neighbour John—did y u not know before 
He ild tug and disable your spins 


. ‘ 7 . ' 
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And nau ‘ ] ican ve LHe iine ; 








Cattle Show Queries. 


ARE you not, so to say, ‘led by the nose” to where the pigs 
are ? 
Can an ox be first class when it is in the steer-age? 


After the Show, is it not a case of “all the fat being in the fire,” 
or, at any rate, very near the fire? 


Are the judges ap-point-ed those who make a point of looking for 
good points ? 


Do the animals that don’t take prizes think it’s a ‘‘ beastly 
shame " ? 


Do the bovines that are “‘ highly commended” low with gratifica- 
tion ? 

Are not the judges sometimes ‘‘ on the horns of a dilemma”’ as to 
which is the best ox ? 


Are not pickpockets the “‘ black sheep’’ of the show? J And don’t 
they look sheepish if they are caught ? 


Don’t some people try to “‘ show off” at the Show ? 














Kruger Worried. 


(“It is stated by the Cape Argus that several prominent 
Transvaal officials have embarked at Delagoa Bay for Cape Town, 
and are now on their way as a deputation from President Kruger.” 


—Standard, November 24th.] i. °~ sof 

= So Kruger is bothered, the prospect looks blue ; ¥—_ 3 
In the distance he sees deposition ; 
h! let him be made to eternally rue 
His cruel Transvaulting ambitiorz 
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imberley Relief Column. | 
THE BATTLE OF BELMONT. | 


WE bail thee Victory bright ! 
With joy the news acclaim : 
Fresh laurels ever add 
To annals of our fame. 


The Boers posted strong, 
Due east of Belmont Station, | - 
Stood on three kopjes steep, 
With guns in true rotation. 





The Guards’ Brigade and Lancers 
Bivouack’d near at night ; 

Brigade of Naval gunners 
Attacked at dawning light. 


Our Infantry advanced 
In skirmishing long line, 
Receiving scathing fire ; 
Foes’ aim prov’d straight and fine. 





The Guards rush’d kopje one, 
With grand old British cheer, 
At bayonet’s fierce charge 
Foes fled pell mell in fear. 





Exposed to cross-fire hot, 
The Lancers now swept round 
Next kopje; Ninth Brigade 
Climb’d height with spring and bound. 


On third height naval guns 
Death-dealing volleys sent ; 

The infantry then charged ; 
Fear wings to Boers lent. 


Five miles the Lancers rode; 
The foemen’s laager taken, 
With guns, equipment, stores, 
The Boer prestige shaken ! | 


Victory claims its victims, 
No braver earth has seen, 
Through love, they now have fallen, 
For Country and their Queen. 


J. H. OAKLEY. 
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Bertie.—‘‘ Mother, will you take me 
to see the football match this after- 
noon?” 

Mother.—‘‘ No, darling, but, if you | 
are a very good boy, mother will let you 
help her clean her bicycle.’’ 





Gentle Mr. Bryce. 


(‘“Mr. Bryce professes to believe that measures to avert 
the necessity of another Boer war to be effectual must be based on 
magnanimity and gentleness and generosity,” etc.—The Globe, 
22nd November. | 


You’R:E rich in gentle ruth, sir, 
And generous in good sooth, sir, 
Yet have we not in truth, sir, 
Tried your pet plan before ? 
When Britain was magnanimous, 
Thinking her pusillanimous 
These Boers, still full of animus, 
Resolved on fight once more! 


We like you, Mr. Bryce, sir, 
But not your weak acvice, sir, 
For who’s to pay the PRICE, sir, 

Of another dreadful war ? 
Though you're a skilled historian, 
A deeply-read folk-lorean, 

The “ slim,”’ corrupt Pretorian, 

You have not gauged, we’re sure ! 





Wuy does a cat purr? For the purrpose. The pu 
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| Wag.—‘*’Scoose me laughin’, ole chap, but what you eat and drink seems to be very 
like our brave troops at the present moment—ALL GOING TO THE FRONT!” 


Labby’s Latest Speech. 


| The war was a disgrace to England? He regarded it as 
| nothing but a second Jameson's raid,” etc.—Mr. Labouchere’s 
| Speech, Globe, November 23rd.) 

Little Englander Labby’s attacks we excuse 


(Though he deals our great Empire many a wipe). 
For his grandsires were [elgians of circumscribed views, 


| And, curiously, he’s a reversion to type’’! 








| The German Huntsman 
(WitH APOLOGIES.) 


Kaiser WILLIE was a scholar— 
His diplomacy was such, 
That he came to visit Grandma, 
When we quarrelled with the Dutch ; 
So the D——y M——1 said “ Bless him!" 
He’s an ally of our Crown, 
If the ‘‘ res angustal "’ threaten, 
When we do the Dutchman down. 
Willie on the shoot, boys ! 
Down in Windsor Park— 
Bigger game than deer, boys, 








| See you keep it dark ! 


Stalking an alliance, 
Zest for us and him, 
‘‘ We" know all about it, 
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Dressing the Boers. 


And I hope that he'll prove worth his we 

ry - j 4 - m4 ] : 

Though he vanished at first, without leavir 
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For persuasion, we found, he did not care a fig : 


I never yet struck such an obstinate pig ! 
As for running, no deer, Sir, was ever so fast, 


But we stuck to the chase, Sir, and caught biz 


Then his appetite, Sir, was amazing to see, 


All the fields where he fed were as bare as could be: 


Of all foodstuff his country was clearly bereft, 
} 


And there wasn't so much as a grain of corn lef 


So I fancy, when cured, that the Khalifa flitch 
Should be good as, say, ‘‘ Berkshire,’’ and equal 


For the fat lies in rolls on his elegant ribs, 


And then, as for ‘‘ gammon,”’ who'll equal his 


Forthe & lar e say, after Khartoum was t 
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Joux Bui (to Wingate) :— 





Yes, Wingate, you’ve got him uncommonly cheap— 
And a profit enormous I think we shall reap. 

A dead prophet will sometimes, one happily learns, 
Bring in, to his capturer, splendid returns. 

‘La Gloire”’ has its points; but you've also the knack 
Of contriving that I get a little bit back! 

On an outlav that’s small, you show profits immense, 
So just go ahead, Wingate, and blow the expense ! 


For your pigsticking skill is a blessing to me— 

. of . = x" , . is . ' 
Economic and certain—just how it should be! 
You’ve your wits, Sir, about vou wherever you go— 
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And when you return vou have something to show. 
} 
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f - - + ae ’s advice 
for that pig on the Sirdar’s advice, 


I was always prepared to pay double the price; 
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But a bargain I find you have helped me to make— 
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K.C.B. less my life !—I’ve got dozens to spare. 
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You can have it, my boy—so just give 1t a name! 
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1 may squeal, you may grunt, I can see you’re enraged, 
But there’s no one to help you, your friends are engaged! 

And I don’t think they’d try—even if they were not— 
For John Bull has the cash, and might buy up the lot. 

You have done us some dam age, but now you're at bay— 
And you'll find for that damage you'll yet have to pay! 
You're surrounded, you know, so come quietly, come— 

Or I'm fully determined to make matters hum! 

The pigs of the Free State may grunt their applause, 

And the pigs of the Cape may wag insolent Jaws! 

And you, too, may think that you'll somehow get free— 
But your grunting, you'll find, has no terrors for me. 


For Christmas is coming, and Boar’s Head, you know, 
On Britannia’s own sideboard must gallantly show. 
‘Gainst the pricks you may kick, and ‘gainst Fate you 
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But vou won't “ pull it off.” ’gainst Buller and Bull! 
Dut you won Ct pul 1U li, Fainst 2ULier an Uiis 
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He has cost us a lot has that overgrown Boer 
1 

S k him , ur Buller, before he costs more 
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Kut one comfort I have, and one only, that’s flat- 
Since that time he has grown most uncommonly fat; 
‘ou may search the whole world from Chicago to York 


S 
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Ere you light on a bit of more succulent pork. 
He is far fatter now than he was, Sir, of old— 

For his diet since then has been acorns of gold 

Though the price he will cost is undoubtedly steep, 
I'mn inclined to believe that he’ll pay for his keep. 

And we'll keep him, my Buller, you trust me for that— 
Poor old Bannerman fancies John Bull is a flat! 

But he'll find he’s mistaken, will clever C. b. 

Once bit is twice shy—as I’m sure you'll agree! 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


I must say I enjoyed the Manzman at the Lyceum, and advise 
all those who have not as yet seen this melodrama to avail them- 
selves of these matin¢es. e Pete Quillian of Mr. Wilson Barrett 
is excellent, and that of Miss Maud Jeffries as Kate Cregeen is 
very thrilling. I greatly admired the impersonation of Cesar 
Cregeen by Mr. Ambrose Manning, a Krugerlike individual, whose 
text-slinging only equals his sordid rapacity. Mr. Percyval’s Philip 
Christian was somewhat stiff; the part is incongruous to a degree, 
and cannot be other than infliction, being a bufferstate between 
friendship and perfidy, to an impulsive and energetic actor. Miss 
Daisy Belmore’s Nancy was quite in the vernacular. 


By arrangement with Mr. Scott Buist, Mr. Weedon Grossmith 
has been able to resume the run of The Lady of Ostend, and it is 
to be hoped that this diverting lady will take a good long run. In 
Dick Whortles, Mr. Grossmith is fitted with a part which suits him 
admirably ; querulous, nervous, and dogged by the worst of bad 
luck, Dick Whortles spends three bustling acts in the hottest of hot 
water tothe pronounced delight of an appreciative audience. Mr. 
Grossmith is well supported by Mr. J. D. Beveridge as a festive 
father-in-law ; Mr. Scott Buist as Le Baron de Lonqueville; and 
Mr. Edmund Gurney as Toby Crockitt, a prize-fighter, who 
maintains the very best traditions of the “‘ Ring.” Miss Beatrice Day 
makes an efficient Mrs. Whortles, while Mrs. Canninge, as her 
mother, is all that could be desired. Other parts are well played by 
Messrs. W. W. West and Harold Scott, and Mesdames Beatrice 
Day, Jessie Ferrar, Mabel Archdall, and Ethel Clinton. 

The farce, which is an adaptation from the German, is written by 
Mr. F.C. Burnand, and is full of amusing dialogue, and bristles 
with “situations,” in which the cinematograph plays a dis- 
tinguished, but unseen, part with much humour. essrs. Scott 
Buist and Weedon Grossmith may fairly be congratulated on a 
decided success. 

‘4 HAPPY THOUGHT.” 


“A happy thought,” said F.C. B.:— 
‘*To make the pubtic laugh— 

I'll catch that worthy, Weedon G., 

And put him in—now, let me see— 
A cinematograph. 

I'll make him in that ap woo 
The spouse of one who thumps, 

A pugilist both brave and true, 

And then there’ll be a fine-to-do— 
Ha! Ha! What ho! she bumps!”’ 


The Absent-Minded Beggar at the Princess’s, while displaving not 
alfew of the characteristics of the ‘‘ nailed-up drama,” has, on the 
whole, a fairly original air, and here and there and round about a 
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happy touch or two. Patriotism is well on the boil, and very much 
dancing on hot bricks, and poor old Kruger suffers almost as much 
as he deserves. Of course, the characters ‘‘ when they are good, are 
very, very good, and when they are bad they are horrid.’’ Mr. H. 
B. Warner is not exactly strong as the hero, but there is a welcome 
restraint and a natural tone about all he does. Miss Lillah 
McCarthy is both capable and attractive as the heroine, and Mr. W. 
Clayton is as armour-plated a villain as any reasonable gallery boy 
need desire. Mr. Fred Emney, Miss Cicely Richards, Messrs. 
Charles East, Lawrance D’Orsay, and a “ noomerus crowd ”’ do 
justice to themselves, their parts, and the audience, which planks 
down its coin. 


With new dresses and new songs the Belle of New York is going 
as strong and merrily asever. ‘the dry humour of Mr. Edward J. 
Connelly, the dancing, singing, and whistling of Mr. Frank 
Lawton, the pleasant singing and acting of Mr. W. P. Carlton, 
and the delightful vagaries of that most “‘ polite” of ‘* lunatics,”’ 
Mr. James E. Sullivan, would keep any piece running—while the 
dainty charm of Miss Edna May is alone sufficient to please any 
reasonable audience. When these, however, are supported by such 
artistes as Messrs. George A. Schiller, George Fortescue, Bovis 
Bros., F. Lineoln, L. Stiles, and Mesdames Ella Snyder, Ida 
Doerge, Hattie Moore, Mile. Proto, and Merri Osborne, not to 
mention the most vivacious chorus ever seen, who can wonder that 
the Belle of New York seems likely to become a permanent 
institution. Indeed, it is generally understood that when Messrs. 
Williamson and Musgrove have quite done with it, the Government 
will take it over as a going concern, and run it for the benefit of the 
country. We should say that, as patriotism is the order of the day, 
the Belle finishes with a spirited outburst, which is rapturously 
encored. 


Mr. E. G. Saunders, fresh from his theatrical triumphs in 
Notting Hill and Brixton, has penetrated, with all the courage of a 
Livingstone or a Stanley, into Darkest Rotherhithe, and has 
already met with his reward in a popular approval so pronounced 
that his new theatre fills almost as soon as the ‘‘early’’ doors are 
opened. 


Terriss’ Theatre, which is the name of Mr. Saunders’ latest 
addition to the gaieties of London, is a building which, inside and 
out, is worthy of the pampered West, while the theatrical fare 
spread before the population of Rotherhithe ~ rather, as much of 
itascan get in) is of the very best. Melodrama, of course, pre- 
dominates, but it is the best melodrama from Drury 
Lane, the Adelphi, and the Princess’s—staged and acted in 
all its original glory. The claims of music are, however, 
not forgotten, and from time to time the most famous comic 
operas and musical comedies will visit Terriss’s; and one thing is 
certain, if these melodious visitors all reach the high level of excel- 
lence attained by Paul Jones, as performed there a week ago, 
Rotherhithe will eventually become a fashionable resort. 

We imagine that a theatre of this description, set in the midst of 
& place like Rotherhithe, will do more educational good in a month 
than all the lecturing futilities of all che philanthropists would 
effect ina century. Indeed, the managers of these theatres are the 
best missionaries of to-day, and Mr. Saunders may be adjured by 
all lovers of wholesome amusement to go on and prosper. As for 
Terriss’s, we can only add, in Rotherhite’s favourite expression, 
‘‘ What ho! She bumps!”’ 


Ordered to the Front, in which Mrs. Brown-Potter made such a 
notable success on Tuesday night, and which was received then 
with a display of patriotic enthusiasm seldom before witnessed, is 
drawing vast audiences to the Empire Theatre nightly, including 
many prominent members of both English and American society. 
It will doubtless interest visitors to the Empire to know that the 
4-7 gun brought on by the bluejackets in Ordered to the Front isa 
facsimile of the kind landed from H.M.S. Powerful at Durban, and 
taken to Ladysmith, where it accomplished such splendid execu- 
tion. The tableau and recital forms altogether a stirring addition 
to a magnificent programme, which includes that popular ballet, 
Round the Town Again, the beautiful playing of the Miles- 


» Stavordale Quintette, just returned from their American tour, the 


novel display of conjuring by Melot Hermann, and the daring 
flights of the Lockfords in their clever flying trapeze act. 


The Chinese Twins, an extraordinary sight just arrived at the 
Westminster Aquarium, are two distinct living people joined 
together. They were born in Nan An in 1886, their names are Lin 
Suan San and Ling Tring San, height 4ft. 3in., and weight 5 stone 
each. They are accompanied by their father, Lin Yuen Strang 
Lin, and an interpreter, Soo Yue Hen, who speaks English fluently, 
1 with whom they converse freely in Chines 
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have been unearthed, under circumstances which leave no doubt as 
to the authenticity of the manuscripts, by that well-known literary 
patron,Stylianos Apostolides, the donor of several public libraries to 
{ Cyprus. The manuscripts aremade up of 400 scraps of paper, and 
we do not envy the task of Mr. Home Gordon, to whom the trans- 
lating was committed. He, with the assistance of his wife, has 
admirably succeeded in rendering these stories into most elegant 
English, and they will most assuredly take their place as models of 
English prose, the style being so fascinating and enthralling. The 
locality of the fiction is Tartary, which lends a wealth of verbal 
embellishment quite fresh to the European novelist. 

In the perusal of the book we came across the expression ‘‘ Then 
that’s another story,” further evidence as to there being nothing 
new under the sun. We welcome this latest addition to our 
national bookshelf, and thank the donor, M. Apostolides, for his 
magnanimity in publishing suchasplendid book. The title is,“ The 
Snow on Shah-Dagh and Ammalet Bey.” The publishers are 
Simpkin, Marshall, and Company. 


The menu of the Great Yarmouth Sprat Bankwet—we mean 
banquet—the allegorical front of the menu misled us into mis- 
spelling— makes yar mouth water. We have always been cognisant 
of the dish of fried sprats as a constituent of the Lord Mayor’s 
banquet. It appears the Art of disguising this marine small fry has 
been reserved for Mr. J. W. Nightingale, whose culinary cuteness is | 
undeniable. Following the precedent of the Thirteen Club, this | 
excellent cook served up as many examples of cooking a la bonne 
bouche this humble denizen of the deep, to divers diverse but dis- 
tinguished guests, whose accompanying and subsequent potations 
must necessarily have been deep and potent, leading even to the 
limits of exhilaration, and, to the observer, an appreciation of 
‘ sapientes piscibus nesci oportet.” This classical quotation is con- 
strued by Fun minor, thusly—nesci I don’t know oportet, who 
carried sapientes the knowing ones piscibus in the fish vans 
(home understood, he says). 














The World and His Wife “ At Home ”; or, 
Matters of Moment from Different Points 


of View. 
A CONVERSAZIONE IN SEVERAL INTERRUPTIONS. 


DRAMATIS PERSON ® :— 


Lord Russell, the Lord Mayor, John Burns, Herbert Campbell, 
Mr. McDougall, Campbell-Bannerman, Mr. Chamberlain, Count 
Muravieff, M. Delcassé, Kruger, Reitz, and General Buller, 


Scene : A Cosmopolitan Salon. 
(Curtain rises and discovers conversation in full swing.) 


Lord Russell.— Yes, it is most shocking, most disgraceful! One 
undischarged bankrupt cannot obtain credit for twenty pounds 
without disclosing his condition, while seven undischarged bank- 
rupts can call themselves a company and obtain any amount of 
credit. Now, I maintain that such a position is anomalous, absurd !”’ 

Lord Mayor.—‘It is! It is! I quite agree with you. The fullest 
investigation should always be made. Personally I am in favour of 
publicity at any price.”’ 

Lord Russell.—‘* Delighted to hear it! Delighted! Any time you 
are passing the Law Courts pray drop in, I shall always be pleased 
to see you.” 

Lord Mayor.—‘‘ You are too good really——’ 

Lord Russell.—* No, no! Not at all! But two minds which 
think as one ought to meet occasionally—they really ought. If I 
should be out when you call, see Wright. You know Wright, I 
believe.” 

Lord Mayor.—“‘ Slightly—we have met——” ; 

Lord Russell.—* Charming fellow—mention my name to Wright 
and he will meet you half-way, Iam sure. Good-bye—and thanks 
for that banquet—I enjoyed myself immensely, really—good-bye.”’ 


’ 


John Burns.—‘ Yes, I quite agree with you—drinking in the 
auditorium doesn’t pay.” 

Herbert Campbell.—-‘* Well, I wouldn't exactly say that.” 

John Burns.—‘I certainly understood you to remark that 
temperance and music should always go hand in hand.” 

Herbert Campbell.—‘No, all I said was, ‘Down with the 
drink!’” 

John Burns.—‘' Same thing, same thing. 
introduce you to Mr. Herbert Campbell, a jy 





Ah, McDougall, let me _ | 
ung temperance friend 





Mc Dougall.—‘ Charmed, I’m sure. Mr. Campbell, I presume, 
knows something of the evils by which we are surrounded. Sunday 
music, Mr. Campbell, I suppose, now, you don’t approve of Sunday 
music, of course I mean for gain. Sunday music in its right 
place, of course, we all love. What is there more soothing than a 
hymn-tune played on the harmonium in the open air by an 
earnest Christian ? ”’ 

John Burns (whispers).—‘‘On the halls, you know, pantomimes 
—and all that.” 

McDougall (whispers).—‘‘ No; how very interesting! Do you 
think he could take ua behind the scenes—eh, Burns? ”’ 

John Burns.—* I'll ask him.” 


Campbell-Bannerman.— Of course, I know people have called 
me hard names, and all that, because I speak out, but I havea 
duty to perform, and I will speak out.” 

Chamberlain.—‘* Well, speak out—there was a time when your 
speeches were calculated to do mischief, but that time has passed.” 

Bannerman.—*Then you don’t think I can do any harm 
now ——”’ 

Chamberlain.— Only to yourself. I fancy the more you speak 
against us the more popular we become—I do, indeed. Real leaders 
like Lord Rosebery, Sir Henry Fowler, Mr. Asquith——”’ 


jannerman.— ‘Oh, but they’re not leaders, you know. They 
think they’re leaders, of course, but I flatter myself ——”’ 
Chamberlain.—‘‘I know you do, but self-praise is no recom- 


mendation, you know, and no one else flatters you.” 

Bannerman.—‘‘ Sir, you talk wild—wait till Iam in power, and 
you will see.”’ 

Chamberlain.—‘ Oh, I'll wait with pleasure, but I'm afraid it will 
be rather a long wait.”’ 

Bannerman.—‘‘ Pooh, to you!” 

Chamberlain.— Bah, to you!” 


Delcassé.— I fear it’s no go, Muravieff; words won't frighten 
him, and we can’t do anything.” 

Muravieff.—‘‘ Oh, I don’t know that—you might.” 

Delcassé.—‘' Might 1? No, sir, I'll be no cat’s-paw to snatch your 
chestnuts. I'll see you——” 

Muravieff.—‘‘ My dear sir, my very dear sir!” 

Delcassé.—‘t Peace Conferenced first.’’ 

Muravief.—‘‘ Ah, that still rankles, does it? 
splendid idea, splendid.” 

Delcassé.—“‘ Oh ! the idea was all right. But Great Britain is not 
such a fool as we supposed, and I have my exhibition to see to, and 
one thing and another, so I think we'll postpone any idea of inter- 
ference for the present.” 

Muravieff.—‘* Oh, very well, very well. (Sottovoce.) Foiled again— 
but a time will come.” 


But it was a 


Kruger.—‘ Well, our little scheme seems to hang fire, eh, 
Reitz?” 

Reitz.—‘‘ It does, it does. I never expected they would fight like 
this. I thought it would be a walk over, and then I saw myself 
President of the United States of Africa.” 

Kruger.— Say that again ; I didn’t quite catch.” 

Reitz.—“I say, I saw myself President of the great Afrikander 
Republic.” 

Kruger.—‘‘ Oh, you did, did you? 
the post I had fixed on for myself.” 

Reitz.— And do you suppose that I lent my aid for such an 
absurd purpose as that ?’’ —— 

Kruger.—* Absurd, sir? I see nothing absurd in it. If a Presi- 
dent is required—I really don’t see how you could better Paul 
Kruger.” 

Reits —" Well, sir, you can take it from me that you have not a 
chance. Why, I have dreamt of it, and plotted for it for years, and 
now that it is almost in my grasp——” ‘ 

Kruger.— Grasp, sir? In your grasp? Whothought of Long Tom 
and the other guns, answer that, who thought of ?—But what's the 
use of quarrelling over a shadow—there won't be any Republic to be 
presided over.” 

Reitz.—“ True—but—~”’ 

Kruger.— My friend, we both counted our chickens before they 
were hatched.” 

Buller.—* Delighted to meet you, I’m sure.” 

3oth.—** General Buller, I presume?” 
Buller.—“ The same!” 
Both.— D——elighted ! ” 


Why, my dear Reitz, that was 


(CURTAIN. } 
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A SPEAKING TESTIMONIAL. 


“T say, guvnor! I've kep’ ver soap for th’ last twenty year, an’ look, it ain’t shrunk 
a bit ! 





“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. ‘‘ Fon’s’’ WasSHERWOMAN. 


THis way for Pretoria! That’s the 
ticket ! We are fairly on the right road 
now, though it is a long an’ steep one, to 
reach the goal for wich we are aimin’— 
aimin’ with our big an’ little guns, so to 
say, not to menshun swords an’ baynits. 
Mr. Balfour’s speech at Dewsbury last 
Toosday was a good ’un, in a way, but it 
leaves us in the dark as to wot the 
future of South Africa is goin’ to be. 
Surely we ain’t goin’ to waste all these 
preshus lives an’ money for next to 
nothink? If we’re “fly,” the British 
flag will afore long be flyin’ where it ort 
to be, arter we've settled the Boers’ 
‘‘ hash,” they sertinly seem in a bit of a 
‘“stew’’ at present, for we’re gettin’ 
stronger ev'ry day. 

There is no doubt that the Kaisir on 
this last visit ’as earned golden opinyuns 

golden, literally, for ‘as’nt ’e given 
three ‘undred pounds to the war tund? 

an’ the little disagreeables of the past 
are now wiped away; there’s a clean 
slate between us an’ the Emperor 
William, an’ I ’opes it will continue to 
be so; we don’t want nothink rittin’ on 
it, not even a tellecram. 

Last Toosday Princess Christian 
opened a sale of work at St. Stephen’s 
Hall, in the Borough, wich may be called 
“the land of the costers.” It was a 
Christian-like act, but our Royalty is 
never back’ard in doin’ good. There 
never was a more popular Royal Family, 
an’ never, taken ’em al round, a better 
one. 

A Zulu baby, born in the kraal at 
Olympia, ’as been christened M’Fokasana 
E’Kohlais, wich, wen translated, is 
‘The Absent-minded Beggar.” Poor 
little beggar! But it just shows wot a 


feverore Kipling’s poem ’as made; | 


never remember anythink like it, an’ the 
money it’s the means of haulin’ in ort to 
make both author an’ composer proud, 
only they both ’ave the modesty of true 
ginius—like me |! 

The Italians ’ave allus been our friends 
(look at the bootiful moosic they give 
us !), an’ I see Sir Rendell Rodd ’as gone 
to Cairo to see Signor di Martini about 
the Sudan-Erythrean boundary, wich 
looks like makin’ us better friends than 
ever, sol reads, but I’m blest if I under- 
stands much about the matter, but you 
will, no doubt. Anyway, I’m trying to 
like mackeroni, an’, on the whole, prefer 
it to hokey-pokey, or an orgin. 

















CITY OF LONDON 


CITY.OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 





S, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 


AN DERSON ’SsS 


a *” ” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
a. ” ” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


” ” TAN GLOSS, or 
9 ” BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready t wear. 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BEVERY DESCRIPTION. 
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